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A taste of what’s to come. 


By Angelique Branston 

Deep, deep in the ocean 

Past the giant angel who with but a touch of his hand sends forth a wind that passes 
through the ship, 

It creates a dead zone for technology 

For what lies beyond this beautiful being of light 

Man is not yet ready to see or know of. 


There standing beneath some sort of malleable force field 

A man gazes towards the surface 

Lost centuries before. 

His life abnormally prolonged 

For he was once human like you or I 

His eyes enlarged from the crystal power that pulses through him 

His eyes blacken with hate. 

For he was denied the right to live on the land 

His people delved into dark sciences 

They learned how to fix the broken strands within their bodies 

With no death their civilization advanced 

They learned the ways of crystal power. 

They put themselves against God. 

While many of the people perished with the earth quake that broke a piece of the earth’s 
crust off. 

But those within the city and piece of farm land live on to this very day. 
There he stands and plans his vengeance 

Upon mankind. 

Our crime is simply living, breathing fresh air and basking in the warm rays of sun. 
He turns and looks upon his city that he rules with an iron fist. 
Whether or not the others agree with the savage plans of torture and conquering 
Makes no difference 

For disobedience is met swiftly... 

Their body, spirit,and soul is fed 

Drained torturously into the crystal that sustains all the power 

That makes it possible to live 

And breath and form. 

So his army grows 

Their weapons ready, hungry for the kill. 

They can wait 

They have the time. 

One day the angel will leave his post 

Finally allowed to return home. 

Maybe in a thousand years 

Maybe tomorrow. 

They will rise from the ocean depths that was supposed to be their tomb. 
The very earth will tremble in fear and pain. 

The knowledge the Atlantians attained 

Was so black and evil would have consumed the whole of the world. 

To take one’s spirit, to trap its force with the crystal 

Is unforgivable 

Science at its worst. 

The leader’s hate is so fierce and pure 

That as one flies over the piece of ocean where Atlantis lays 

A cold hollow feeling floods over all upon the plane. 

The area now is a no fly zone 

Since technology fails 

And many a flight has gone missing 

No reason why. 

Perhaps a taste of mankind’s fate. 
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Marching through March 


By Joanne Benger 

March is the third month of the year and it is named after Mars, the 
God of war, so we shall see weather wars. “If in like a lion, out like a lamb; 
if in like a lamb, out like a lion” If we have bad weather in mid-March, the 
lion will eat the lamb. 

March is Red Cross Month, National History Month, Women's History 
Month, Irish-American Heritage Month, Fraud Awareness Month and 
Epilepsy Month, The R.C.M.P. remind us that it is also “Buckle up month” 
so dont forget to use your seat belts. 

March Ist is National Peanut Lovers Day as well as World Compliment 
Day. Compliments build self-esteem and confidence and a whopping 42% 
of us would appreciate more compliments so chew those peanuts and com- 
pliment away. March 1 is St. David’s Day so you can eat leeks in honour of 
the Welsh saint. 

March 1 is the first Friday in March so it is also World Day of Prayer. It 
is an international inter-church event that began about 100 years ago. Now 
over 170 countries participate as they pursue justice, peace and reconcilia- 
tion by standing together in prayer and action. 

March 2,1904 Dr. Seuss was born so we celebrate Dr. Seuss Day today. 
Read one of his books or watch a movie based on them. 

March 3 is World Wildlife Day 
March 7 ,the Nones of March, is World Cereal Day. Some eat cereal for all three meals today. Enjoy. 

March 8 is International Women’s Day. Honour the special women in your life and express appreciation for all women of influence. 
March 10 Daylight Saving Time starts in all Canadian provinces but Saskatchewan. It was first mentioned in a satirical essay by 
Benjamin Franklin in 1784.130 years later on April 30,1916 the Germans enacted Daylight Saving Time to conserve energy in wartime 

and the U.S. followed suit a few years later. Now it is world-wide. The rule is “Spring forward,fall backward” 

The second week of March, March 10 -16, is World Glaucoma Week as well as Substitute Teachers Appreciation Week and Cana- 
dian Agricultural Safety Week. “A safe farm is a strong farm.” 

March 10 Ramadan begins at Sundown. During this month Muslims will engage in acts of charity and kindness as they strengthen 
their relationships with family and friends. 

March 11 has proven to be our unluckiest day in recent years. March 11,2011 was Japan's earthquake, now celebrated with a 
minute of silence. March11, 2020 WHO declared a worldwide pandemic and lockdown. Now March 11 is National Funeral Directors 
Recognition Day as well as National Day of Observance for those who lost their lives to COVID. 

March 14 is Pi Day. Bake a pie. Give a pie. Eat a pie. 

March 17 is St. Patricks Day. Happy Shamrock Day. Top o' the morning to you. “T’is Grand to be Irish. Come wearing the green 
and stay for the Irish ceilidh (party). Drink your Guiness and buy tickets for the Irish Sweepstake. 

March 18 We can expect a snowstorm as well as an Irish hangover for it is “The Wrath of Sheila” and Sheila's broom sweeps clean. 
March 18 is Newfoundland’s “Wrath of Sheila” as we feel “the sweep of Sheila’s brush.” Expect a snow-storm today. 

March 19 spring begins with the Equinox. All is in balance so try standing an egg on end Columbus-style. 

March 21 is International Clothing Day. Dress to express yourself as well as to impress others. 

March 23 Purim begins at sundown and March 24 is Purim, which some describe as the Jewish Halloween. It is a day of colour, noise 
and action. 

March 24 is Palm Sunday, the last Sunday before Easter. 

March 25 is Holi, the Festival of Colours. It is a two-day Hindu celebration that celebrates the triumph of good over evil. 

March 25 is also Full Moon, the aboriginal Crow or Snow-Blindness Moon. Once March 25 was a major Christian celebration because 
it was believed to be the date on which the earth was created. It was also celebrated as Lady Day in honour of the Annunciation of the 
Virgin Mary. 

March 26 is Maundy Thursday when baskets of food were delivered to the poor in preparation for Easter. It is also Forgiveness Day 
when people traditionally ask forgiveness for all their sins, even those that were unintentional. 

March 29 is Good Friday and it was once believed that Jesus died at three oclock. Pound no nails today. 

March 30 is Holy Saturday, the last day of Lent, which ends at midnight. 

March 31 is Easter Sunday. For luck wear at least three items of new clothing and watch the sun rise. Before breakfast ,cut a hard boiled 
egg in pieces. Then, if each member of the family eats a piece of the egg, the family will always stay together. Happy Easter and I hope 
the Easter bunny brings you lots of eggs. 

The last three days of March are an unlucky time to borrow money so “neither a borrower nor a lender be” 

March 31 is the last day of March so expect a storm if March came in like a lamb but prepare for a lovely day if March first was stormy 
for the saying is, “March hack ham, comes in like a lion, goes out like a lamb” 
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The decline of 
charity as an 


opportunity for 
social justice 


By Timothy Wild 

Charity - both personal and collective 
- has always played an ambiguous role in 
responding to complex social issues and 
meeting people's basic needs. Before the 
Protestant Reformation in Europe, the 
Church provided alms for the poor, and 
helped people unable to take care of, and 
provide for, themselves (and their families). 
This support was based on theological foun- 
dations and grounded in feudal relations 
of production. Yet while it may have been 
couched in notions of sin and acceptance 
one’s role in the cosmic play, help was pro- 
vided. 

After Henry VIII’s Reformation in Eng- 
land, the community took over the dispensa- 
tion of charity previously animated by the 
Roman Catholic Church. Relief of the poor, 
subsequently codified in the Edwardian and 
Elizabethan Poor Laws, was localized and 
made the responsibility of each parish (to 
which all souls in the community legally be- 
longed) financed through local rates. Much 
of the support was provided through the 
distribution of food and the recognition of a 
moral economy, which influenced both costs 
and wages. Furthermore, individuals could 
remain in their own homes while receiving 
assistance. This support, however, was only 
provided to people from that specific area. 
Outsiders were forcibly returned to their 
places of origin. Local provision had its 
limits. 

Finally, based on the costs of the local 
system to the aristocracy and the newly 
emergent bourgeoisie, the Whig Administra- 
tion introduced the Poor Law Amendment 
Act in 1834. The Act, in a largely punitive 
way, created residential workhouses, intro- 
duced normative categories of deserving 
and undeserving poor, and centralized the 
administrative process of grudging relief. 
Charity moved from religious supplication to 
a qualified sense of community to reluctantly 
meeting the needs of social and economic 
casualties as economic burdens not people. 
The ghost of the amended Poor Law contin- 
ues to haunt policy development and social 
provision globally. 

I think the above historical process dem- 
onstrates the evolving balance of theology, 
sense of the common good and the role of the 
market when dealing with the wellbeing of 
people who don’t benefit from the so-called 


fruits of that market. It also informs the 
development of public policy in terms of 
clearly dividing what are actionable and sup- 
ported social rights of citizenship, and what 
are so-called extras, not covered by collective 
provision and can be met, or at least aug- 
mented, by charity. Overall, the ambiguity of 
role, scope and meaning of charity continues 
today. 

Given the role that charity plays in helping 
those on the social, cultural, and economic 
margins of society survive on those same, po- 
litically acceptable margins, a recent article 
in Policy Options is of considerable interest. 
The piece, written by John Hallward, notes 
both charitable giving and volunteering have 
been declining over the last thirty years, 
and that younger people are less charitable 
than older (particularly “religious”) Canadi- 
ans. The report suggests that younger folks 
are “more likely to feel that government is 
responsible, not them.” I am a big believer in 
the welfare state and think that basic needs 
should be covered under an evolving con- 
struct of social rights of citizenship. In my 
opinion, health, adequate housing, educa- 
tion, food and, to a certain extent, level of 
income should be provided as a positive right 
not simply as a marketable commodity. I also 
know that this view is not shared by others. 
And therein lies a problem. While folks may 
think that the resolution of social concern is 
best left to government, public policy, simply 
because it exists, is not always adequate. The 
market, as we all know, constantly fails to 
provide for the needs of all. Hence the need 
for charity to fill in the gaps of inadequate 
policy and market failure. 

This retrograde loop clearly illustrates the 
need for social change. Social problems are 
not being solved. In fact, the band aid isn’t 
even working. This is where charity needs to 
be accompanied by work for transformative 
social change as demonstrated in, for exam- 
ple, Catholic Social Teaching. This body of 
thought recognizes the tension between the 
fact that while charitable giving may be good 
for my soul, my spiritual wellbeing should 
not be based on the injustice experienced by 
others. The poor might always be with us, 
but that doesn't mean we shouldn't attempt 
to limit or remove structural contributors to 
injustice and marginalization. Poverty, to- 
gether with other forms of marginalization, 
is a political choice. Therefore, charity must 
be accompanied by work for justice. Charity, 
both in content and act, can then be seen as 
an element of solidarity and a demonstra- 
tion of inclusion and not as atoken of pity or 
economic self-interest. 

Sadly, we don’t see much action linking 
charity and justice. For political reasons, 
charities are legally limited in their advocacy 
work. And we are seeing the commodifi- 
cation of charity in the centralization of 
charitable giving through one large entity; 


but the entity’s advocacy for political change 
is limited by the expectations of donors. 
Giving Tuesday is a secular attempt at contri- 
tion following the excesses of Black Friday 
and Cyber Monday; but it is still nestled in 
notions of consumption and the market. 
Stores also ask if you would like to contribute 
a pre-packaged bundle of products to a food 
bank or donate to a particular charity. I am 
sure these contributions do help, but I also 
wonder about the tax breaks that corpora- 
tions are able to claim due to the generosity 
of their customers. 

This leads to a consideration of Corporate 
Social Responsibility (CSR). CSR, no doubt, 
provides some support to their selected 
recipients. However, it helps enhance the 
public image of those corporations. 

Just as, historically, charities promised 
donors forgiveness of sins in exchange for 
generosity to the poor, corporations can use 
CSR to partially atone for their ecological 
and social sins against the common good. 

It also supports arguments against raising 
business taxes as the corporations are already 
“helping” society through these charitable 
initiatives, and greater rates of taxation 
would reduce their appetite (and discretion- 
ary funding) for the broader public good. 
Power and profits are still maintained. The 
commodification of charity, then, serves as 
a brake on the development of effective and 
transformative policy, and maintains condi- 
tions of marginalization. 

There is a massive difference in helping a 
scout troop go to Iceland for the Internation- 
al Jamboree and helping folks obtain food 
through food banks. I don’t mind supporting 
the scouts. I also like supporting fundrais- 
ers, especially when chocolate covered 
almonds are for sale. But I do mind being 
forced - by market failure, media hegemony 
and inadequate, uncaring public policy - to 
help people in my community, province and 
country meet their basic needs. Food banks, 
for example, perpetuate inequality and 
injustice. They help legitimize inadequate 
or absent policy. Finally, they limit working 
class organization for social change. Bread 
and circuses continue to play a massive role 
in Alberta today! 

Charity has its place. It is good for me to 
give, and can be a demonstration of solidar- 
ity, and highlight the need for policy creation 
or reform. It can also be occasion for me to 
reflect on what I have in terms of time, treas- 
ure, and talent and what I can contribute to 
the common good. But such charitable giv- 
ing should be limited to things that are “nice 
to have” not necessities. Ultimately, as Nye 
Bevan said, private charity is no substitute 
for organized justice. 


Sooner or later 
a bad attitude 
needs adjusting 


By John Zapantis 

Some disturbing people seem to think they 
have a place in society. In fact, Pve seen my 
share of manipulators, who think that they can 
get away with murder and do their crimes all 
over again. But sooner or later, as usual, Mur- 
phy’s Law is the order of the day, as they always 
say, ° What goes up, must come down” 

One twisted character that comes to mind 
is a homeless renegade, who proudly leads his 
group of friends at the shelter that I’m staying 
at. Since my arrival at this shelter, this disturber 
has always flexed his muscles, when boasting to 
everyone at the Emerald Hostel, about whose 
boss, while bringing uninvited trouble to any- 
one minding their own business. 

His unscrupulous schedule seems to be a 
runaway train. My opinion of this pain in the 
butt is that he’s one miserable aimless hothead, 
who unfortunately loves to feed off the fears 
of his victims, because he can't be as happy 
and content as they are, when witnessing the 
achievement of others and he feels left out of 
the picture. So, as a source of reinforcement, he 
chooses to whine and babble about everything 
and anything, seeking everyone’s attention and 
respect as another way of manipulating the pro- 
cess so that he can get the approval of his peer 
group while taking on the reins of leadership. 

Every evening he would be putting on a per- 
formance, like he needed the attention, or if he 
couldn't have everyone’s approval he would die 
without their attention. 

I, on one occasion, have complained to the 
Emerald hostel staff about his disrupting my 
sleep at the wee hours of the morning and hav- 
ing to caution him about his loud and intrusive 
conversations with his dorm mates adjacent 
from my dorm bedroom. Obviously word 
would get around to me that he knew I was the 
one, who complained about his arrogant and 
loud hot head conversations across from my 
dorm. 

He then continually came up to me day to 
day and ribbed me about complaining to staff 
about him, and embarrassing me in front of 
everyone in the shelter's dinning room. It was 
obviously his way of getting even. 

Despite my complaint to staff about his arro- 
gant and intrusive attitude, he would continue 
on night after night, laughing out loud from 
his dorm bed for all to hear, boasting about his 
prided exploits with people and how he ruled 
the streets of Kamloops. Hed go on like this, for 
weeks on end, until one evening, he was con- 
fronted by a neighbour from an adjacent room, 
who demanded that he shut his loud radio off, 
that was keeping this guy from falling asleep. 


That manipulator answered back immediately 
and defiantly and said out loud, “Shut up. Pll do 
as I please” 

That's when you could now hear the chal- 
lenger say with a confident and angered tone of 
voice, “Give me that radio. Pll shut it off myself” 

All you could hear now from across the 
hall was a pleading and scared voice replying, 
“Hey, don't hurt me” The loud radio was finally 
turned off and the tables finally turned in my 
favour. 

I then celebrated with a good hard laugh 
while lying in my bed and started to pass out in 
no time. 

The disturbers ego was finally lowered thanks 
to someone, who had the spine to do something 
about this guy’s eye sore of a problem. 

The next day I happened to be seated at the 
same table with this arrogant wanna be tough 
guy, crap disturber, whose attitude had seemed 
to change over night. 

When I asked him, “How’s it going” His 
reply, “Tm okay” This was his nice change of 
attitude towards me and others, thanks to hon- 
ourable and courageous people like the man, 
who confronted this coward, whose childhood 
antics, were finally put to a stop. 

Its people like this courageous soul, who in- 
stil hope in others, that makes you realize, that 
the good in people is very capable of defeating 
evil, even when applying firmer and assertive 
measures without causing physical harm. 

We all know that sooner or later a cowardly 
manipulator inevitably meets his match. Their 
game can only last for so long, until a good guy 
reigning champion comes along and takes the 
title away from the so-called tough guy’ 

It never ceases to amaze me, for every 10 
manipulators that inhabit homeless shelters that 
I’ve stayed at, there’s always one guy in particu- 
lar that always stands out with backbone and 
courage, whose often smaller than the bigger, 
guy and even a lot smarter, who'll always set the 
moral example in helping to adjust a bad at- 
titude, that helps little boys grow up to be men! 


How a configuration 
problem led 
to my online panic 


By John Zapantis 

Hackers that prey off the fears of the innocent 
have me wondering about their journey in life. 

They have dysfunctional personalities and 
werent taught right from wrong, while lacking 
the proper parental support. I've had my share 
of disappointments with these cyber parasites, 
when once I was targeted and fooled by them. 

I lost a large sum of money, while biting bait 
in reading an online advertisement on a fake 
pardon company called Trusted Pardons. I had 
applied for a record suspension and a clearance. 
These legal documents would have cleared me 
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of criminal charges for a common assault, a 
fight that I once got charged for that I got into 
with a realtor, who tried stealing a flyer carrier 
route book off of me that I depended on for 
delivering flyers while living in Edmonton in 
May of 1988. 

I paid this so called pardons company twice 
for their so called legitimate services. I paid 
$695.00 for a record suspension and another 
$695.00 for a criminal clearance. I waited for 
the essential time line for those documents to 
arrive and despite waiting for those two papers 
to arrive to my residence mail box, they never 
did. I had lost a total of $1,380 for two papers 
combined - a pile of money down the drain 
and stolen from me. I then realized it was all 
an online scam by cyber hackers, who had suc- 
cessfully pulled this lucrative heist by posting 
aso called advertisement, that read Trusted 
Pardons, with a real Canadian red maple leaf 
in the backdrop, that made this advertisement 
look legitimate. 

Speaking about a repeat haunting, about 
a year ago, I noticed a hacker alert that was 
posted on our Alberta Street News archives. The 
alert read, Attackers ready to steal your personal 
banking information, credit card pass words. 
But this problem seems to no longer appear on 
my screen for a number of months, making me 
think that the attackers, or hackers had given 
up on me for some time. When I avoided using 
my computer to open up our ASN archives, the 
hacker alert was no longer present. I figured 
I was safe for now to now open up the ASN 
archives so I could read previous issues of ASN. 

This problem would later persist, off and on, 
over the last year, that encouraged me to notify 
ASN Editor Linda Dumont, about this on and 
off problem of this hackers alert. 

Linda, at first, found it hard to believe that 
hackers would attack our site and just recently 
again, I brought it up to her attention and 
mentioned that I had spoken to the Kamloops 
RCMP about this problem. An RCMP phone 
receptionist advised that I take up this problem 
with the IT Technician who designed our ASN 
archives. 

I then mentioned this to Linda Dumont. 

She acknowledged to me by phone that shed 
be talking to former ASN contributing writer 
Paula Kirman, who was the one who originally 
designed the ASN archives for our ASN readers 
and takes care of the web site. In fact we have 
two versions of the ASN archives. The one 
developed by Paula Kirman features previous 
issues of the Alberta Street News from Novem- 
ber 2015 all the way to the current year 2024. 
The other ASN archives is digital and has never 
received a hacker’s alert. That one is sponsored 
by the University of Alberta. The site features 
issues, starting from November 2003, when the 
paper’s first issue was introduced to the public 
and other issues of the late 2020's. 

The archives is headlined, the University of 
Alberta with the title bar underneath it reading 

Continued on page 7 
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When living in a 
homeless shelter a 
reset also means 
showing empathy 


By John Zapantis 

Time will inevitably be your teacher to 
maturity. This saying that I've coined from my 
own creative know how I have evolved from 
my first inceptions, while once experiencing 
homelessness almost 33 years ago. My first time 
going homeless was a stint in Vancouver after 
checking into a Salvation Army in Vancouver's 
downtown core. The situation that brought me 
to that city was circumstantial after catching 
my X common law wife, making some private 
time let’s say, with some disrespectful dude, who 
decided to move in on my spouse. That ended 
the relationship right then. 

We ended up going our separate ways. Along 
with that sad agreement, she dropped off my 
daughter on her mother's door step and my 
daughter was adopted by her loving Aboriginal 
grandmother. When this happened so was my 
employment terminated for not showing up for 
work that day. My spirits were then broken, for I 
was the bread winner of the house, who always 
brought home that pay day that provided for 
my little family. 

But it was now all gone and so was my dream 
of being the leader of the house. 

So here I was in Vancouver, crying over my 
major losses, trying to recap how all this went 
down on all of us. I was lying in this over popu- 
lated dorm at the Sally Ann on my first ever day 
living homeless with the intolerable gross smell 
of stinky unwashed feet from both sides of my 
bed that occupied a dorm of around 12 people. 
I vowed then, since I knew very little about the 
homeless, that I'd never associate with any of 
them, just to keep on the safe side. I assumed 
at that time that a mix of them were obviously 
comprised of the criminal element, and plenty 
were, a mix of drug dealers, hookers and the 
rest of the bunch that had problems through no 
fault of their own. 

But I knew that popular code, often preached 
by my supportive Greek immigrant parents, 
who raised me with morals values and ethics, to 
be helpful to others and to not judge them, but 
accept them unconditionally. 

There was a problem with me, despite un- 
derstanding that teaching from them, that my 
PTSD that I attributed to a bad beating that I 
received from a school yard psychopath, who 
sucker punched me between the eyes, think- 
ing I had made an improper suggestion to his 
girlfriend, left me psychologically impaired at 
times, while distancing myself from anything 
reminiscent of that threat. 

That prognosis from that brutal school yard 
beating, led to my assumptions that I was now 
suffering from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder 


(PTSD). Since then, I've learned to adhere to 
key principals in identifying the flawed traits of 
people, who'd possibly serve as the inevitable 
threat and always distanced myself from what I 
thought could become a potential problem for 
me. 

That's what I was doing during my first day of 
homelessness, keeping my distance from those 
particular homeless types, whom I felt through 
their boastful hardened attitudes that there 
would be trouble ahead if I made a habit of try- 
ing to hang out with them. 

So just to play it on the safe side, I set guide- 
lines for myself and always kept my distance 
from everyone just to be on the safe side. 

In 1990, I ended up living at the Calgary 
Drop In Centre. Just from observing the many 
articulate con men at one of the drop in's din- 
ning room tables, a game of cards is what was 
used as an instrument to the art of diplomacy. 
This is one session that encouraged me to drop 
my guard and join the boys, who taught me 
about three different kinds of card games that 
included, rummy, crazy eights and crib. I soon 
was on my way to learning that a lot of these 
people were just as human as the established 
family types, but through no fault of their own, 
forced into homelessness. It wasn't quite what 
they had in mind, after going through a bad 
divorce, losing a loved one through a tragic set 
of circumstances, or just simply having a nerv- 
ous breakdown on the job while receiving some 
long term mental abuse through an employer 
that ended it all for them. The circumstances of 
ending up homeless are broad and endless for 
some, who have unfortunately gone the long 
haul in living under those abject conditions. 

In Calgary I got my first exposure to casual 
labour outlets, working for various job temps 
companies. The temp companies included 
Task Force, The Old Calgary Drop Inn's, casual 
labour office, Work Force, Diversified Industries 
and Cash Corner, where you'd stand on a street 
corner with a bunch of homeless guys, nego- 
tiating an hourly wage with whatever private 
company vehicle pulled up to that street corner, 
willing to offer you work that ranged from 
landscaping to moving furniture, to even road 
paving, which all helped my self confidence 
in taking on these constructive tasks to work 
productively and establish a credible resume for 
myself. 

But for some reason, again it was all about 
me and still maintaining my distance from the 
streets, because of my fear of the unknown. 

33 years later, and I hate to say this, I'm 
homeless again. It happened in March of 2022, 
a few months after, my father passed away 
from dementia. I was having differences with 
a female relative, who became my parent's car- 
egiver, while also helping me do my part to look 
after both of them. 

With a bad falling out, I had no choice, but 
to leave my parent's place and set out to find a 
place of my own. So I left again, like a sequel in 
a movie, "Homeless Again" but my story and 
not a replicate of another movie. This time, the 


second time around, those blocks of misfortune 
would define what my character truly stood for. 
This time I'd be coming out of my hardened 
shell, reaching out to the homeless of the streets 
from Calgary, to Red Deer, from Medicine Hat 
and now in Kamloops, British Columbia. 

The Kamloops experience while living 
homeless is where I've learned to overcome 
every single fear in the book. I was recently in a 
dorm accompanied by a South American who 
formally played professional soccer in his native 
land, Nicaragua. He was once married and is 
one of the most courageous men I've ever met, 
who'll stand up to anyone, when the going gets 
tough. 

This man worked as a waiter. In my eyes he's 
legendary, because of his courageous will and 
determination to beat the odds in rising above 
his own adversity, while living with a prosthetic 
leg. There were a number of occasions while 
I was his roommate for a while. He would be 
throwing up into a waist bag, because of what- 
ever led him in doing so, which I will not get 
personal about. 

I'd run to get him bags, so that he could de- 
posit that waste into them and provided towels 
to wipe his face up from those messes. This 
soon became an everyday priority that's given 
me the courage to show empathy for those not 
as fortunate as I. 

It's helped me get closer to the streets. Then 
with the many conversations that I've shared 
with these homeless souls, it's no longer me say- 
ing just a hello and have a good day as I pass by 
them in the down town core of Kamloops, but 
I also have time to hang around them when I'm 
not writing stories for the Alberta Street News. 

This Homeless Again experience is my 
sequel in sharing my story. It truly defines me 
as a friend to the streets as opposed to my first 
time out there feeling like some outcast 33 years 
ago, while keeping my distance from every 
body and it just took someone's adversity like 
this legend, whom I consider to be and admire 
with that prosthetic leg, in overcoming my 
fear of rejection. This now gives me that added 
confidence to ask anyone off those streets if they 
want to go for a coffee instead of walking by 
them and bidding them a hello, thanks to that 
adversity, while meeting the legend himself, the 
wheel chair bull. 

Below: Bunchberry - Photo by Linda Dumont 


Hackers - continued from page 6 


Alberta Street News archives. This archives 
fortunately has never received a hackers alert, 
because their site was configured well when 
first established. 

Just recently, I did something foolish and 
inevitably crossed the line, while turning on 
the computer and searching out our ASN ar- 
chives that would occasionally flash the hack- 
ers alert on my computer screen, confirming 
that attackers were ready to steal my personal 
banking information and credit card pass 
words. Even though, I noticed this warning, 
on numerous occasions, this time for the very 
first time, I decided to cross that warning line 
by clicking on the Alberta Street News Janu- 
ary/February 2024 issue. My curiosity to view 
the online version of seven stories that I had 
written in the ASN January/February 2024 
issue got the best of me. 

I then realized what I had gotten myself into 
and in a panic, quickly closed down the ar- 
chives fearing the worst to come. I was at that 
moment convinced that 1 had somehow fallen 
prey to exposing all of my personal informa- 
tion to online predators. My mind was now 
set on racing to my bank to change my Royal 
Bank saving account pass word to a newer 
one, hoping to prevent those hackers from 
stealing my savings from my bank account. 

When I went to the downtown Kamloops 
Royal Bank, I explained to one of the tellers 
named Sara, what had happened. She then 
helped me change to a newer pass word. Right 
after the change, I changed everything. I 
changed my library pass word to a newer one. 
To top it off, for extra safety I had my Freedom 
Mobile phone disconnected and a week later, 
re-connected my phone where everything 
is back to normal, except that I had to now 
pay a reconnection fee to hook up my phone 
and changed my phones password to a newer 
one. I also changed the old password and pin 
numbers to newer ones. 

Prior to the password and pin number 
changes and the new phone hookup, I 
consulted on the supportive advice of Bell 
Camada Sales Consultant Dan Ondang who 
is employed at the Aberdeen Mall’s Bell 
Canada’s Kiosk in Kamloops, British Colum- 
bia. Ondang said, “So a security website is 
locked down by all kinds of different security 
that you'd use this stuff, you don't want just 
anybody getting into. For example, our in- 
ternal Bell Canada website, if you have a pay- 
ment processing thing on your own website, 
that one should be an HTTPS. The “S” is for 
security. The rest of your website doesnt need 
that, if you’ve got an archive here. If you have 
articles, or whatever else, though, it doesn't 
have ‘S’ for security.” 

“It doesn't mean that anybody can get into 
it. It means anybody can look at it. What's 
happening and why you're getting this error 
on your web browser that’s warning you, it’s 


because you're web browser is trying to look 
up an HTTPS page. It’s looking for those 
security certificates, for an HTTPS website, 
because it’s an HTTP website, not an HTTPS.” 

“It doesnt have those security certifications. 
So your browsers looking for them, but they're 
not there. So it says, this is insecure. This is 
dangerous, or don't go on here” 

“What it really needs is to not be set up to 
look for them, because you don't need them 
for your archives, or your website. There's 
nothing going on here. Someone set it up 
wrong, or even more likely, because it seems 
to come up from the Google search results, 
the Google search is indexing the HTTPS 
security certificate. The security search is not 
finding them” 

I then suggested to Dan that he phone our 
ASN Editor Linda Dumont, to explain the 
outcome of his assessment of why this hacking 
alert kept occasionally appearing on our ASN 
archives. Once Linda was called and Dan had 
given her a logical summary of what the cause 
of the problem was, our editor acknowledged 
to him that shed get our IT Technician Paula 
Kirman to investigate the origins of this prob- 
lem and to determine if Dan's theory would 
later line up with hers. The discussion then 
ended there. 

I later realized that Dan's advice was indeed 
relevant to what was about to happen next, 
that made me realize that all that time, I was 
panicking for nothing. When I went to the 
Kamloops Public Library to type in my new 
library pass word to open up my Yahoo ac- 
count server to write a story for the Alberta 
Street News March/April 2024 issue, I noticed 
the warning on the computer's screen reading, 
‘invalid password? 

I was baffled after re-typing the new pass- 
word and re-typed in that new password two 
more times and failed to open up the Yahoo 
server. Then it dawned on me. I actually must 
have re-set the new password the wrong way. 

I applied for it the week before. So I typed 
in my old password and amazingly the Yahoo 
server opened up. I then realized Dan's theory 
about the ASN archive probably being miss- 
configured. I was now pleased to see that I 
had opened up the Yahoo server with my old 
password, but then again more than pleased 
to see that my money at the bank was still in 
my savings account, when I curiously did an 
account balance check, because of discovering 
that the old password in my library account 
could have been hacked, but wasn't because of 
the Alberta Street News archives. Dan was 
right all along. The Alberta Street News never 
needed a security certificate. I was panicking 
for nothing, but with the professional advice 
from Dan at Bell Canada,I realized that it was 
better to feel safer while getting professional 
advice, than to feel sorry later in changing all 
of my passwords. 

The learning curve to all of this was the 
worry of all this mayhem, forcing me into 
a mock drill and preparing me for the next 
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possible scare without worrying about the 
consequences and what could happen, when 
Pm caught off guard and unprepared. 


Freedom Mobile 
restores my internet 
and messaging service 


By John Zapantis 

I’ve learned never to panic, when you think 
you've been hacked by hackers online, who 
just love to empty personal savings accounts. 
That happened, when I received a hackers 
alert, while reading our Alberta Street News 
archives that read Attackers ready to steal your 
personal banking information and credit card 
passwords. But that was finally resolved when 
I consulted with Bell Canada Sales Consultant 
Dan Ondang, when he assured me that our 
ASN archives was searching for an HTTPS, 
which is ‘S’ for security, a security certifica- 
tion that assures our site that the archives is 
secure from online hackers breaking into our 
archives. 

So in the long term since our archive could 
only read into a HTTP website, which doesn't 
require a security certificate, because hackers 
can only view this information and not steal it. 
It wasn't a necessary means to have a security 
device installed in our website that would 
show incoming computer browsers that the 
archives was a secure device. 

After that logical assessment done by Bell 
Canada Sales Consultant Dan Ondang, I had 
decided to play things on the safer side, by 
changing all of my passwords. Then I went to 
my phone company, Freedom Mobile Phones, 
and disconnected my Freedom Mobile phone 
and had it reconnected later, when I changed 
to a newer phone password and pin number. 

Well for about a week, I was receiving 
internet and unlimited phone service, but 
a few days after that, I was startled to learn 
that my internet was off line, my answering 
service wasn't installed after all and a day later 
went into a frenzy when I also realized that I 
lost my long distant and local phone services. 
That’s when I urgently made the effort to call 
Freedom Mobiles 611 repair service line to 
straighten out these problems. 

When I dialed the Freedom Mobile trouble 
shooter, whose name I believe was Clay but 
with all that mayhem I may have forgotten his 
name, when he first introduced himself to me. 
I told him about the series of errors that had 
disrupted my new phone service while getting 
the phone disconnected and then re connect- 
ed as a way of possibly deflecting the threat of 
online hacking. 

Clay simply advised me to punch in my new 
phones pin number and told me then to hang 
up, after about a 15 minute period on briefing 

Continued on page 9 
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Mary's inflation 
woes 


By Joanne Benger 

Isn't inflation awful? 

I went out for a single loaf of bread and 
spent nearly fifty dollars. 

I was taking the bread off the rack when 
I noticed some nearby shelves of reduced 
baked goods. There were pies there marked 
down to less than five dollars each - ap- 
ple, blueberry, and cherry. I love all three 
and decided that at that price I couldn't go 
wrong getting one of each. 

I had saved so much on the three pies I 
decided I could splurge on ice cream and 
enjoy them a la mode. 

On the way back from Frozen Foods I ran 
into a bin full of Valentine chocolates. They 
were triple-reduced because Valentine’s Day 
is long past and people are buying Easter 
eggs now. I reminded myself that I never 
got a single chocolate for Valentine’s Day 
just as I never got a dress for Leap Year. Pm 
one of life’s unlucky ones. Still, there is no 
law that says a girl can’t buy her own choco- 
late. I put three heart-shaped boxes in my 
cart and headed toward the check-out. 

Then I heard a cheerful voice say, 
“Hi,there! Long time no see.” It was a dear 
friend and we had so much to catch up on 
we simply had to go to Tim Horton’s for cof- 
fee and I treated us to a doughnut as well. 

I came home almost fifty dollars poorer 
than when I headed out the door to get that 
single loaf of bread. It’s coming close to the 
time when even a single loaf of plain bread 
will be unaffordable. 


You Know its spring 
when.... 


By Joanne Benger 

1. Pristine white snow turns gray, then 
shrinks away and turns into mud. 

2. Snowbirds return from Mexico and Ari- 
zona with motorhomes full of treasure. 

3. You hear the honking of geese overhead 
as they fly north in v-shaped formations. 

4. Parkas and toques are replaced by hood- 
ies and baseball caps and you see people 
wearing shorts and t-shirts in public again. 
5. Children start riding bicycles, skipping 
and playing hopscotch and you see marbles 
again. 

6. Chalk pictures appear on sidewalks and 
newer, ruder graffiti appears on public 
walls. 

7. Motorcycles and ATVs start roaring up 
and down the streets. 

8. Potholes multiply and grow deeper by 


the day. 

9. Trees start budding out, flower bulbs begin 
shooting up and dandelions are in bloom. 

10. Stray cats appear from out of nowhere and 
begin digging in flower beds and gardens. 

11. People start raking neglected yards and 
complain about garbage and dog pooh. 

12. Stores and greenhouses start selling seeds 
and bedding plants. 

13. Children start flying kites and men start 
barbecuing. 

14. As you drive along you see new lambs and 
calves in farmers’ fields. 

15 .Birds start building nests and you see your 
first robin. 

16. Showers replace snowstorms and you see 
colourful umbrellas 

once more. 

17. Farmers Markets and golf courses reopen. 
18. You go outside and realize with a shock 
that you now feel too warm instead of too 
cold. 

19. Road construction season begins and 
detour signs spring up. 

20. Some of us get spring fever and go ona 
shopping spree. 


Easter Trivia 


By Joanne Benger 

1. Easter is named after either Ostra, the Scan- 
dinavian goddess that signified the coming 

of spring or Eostre, the pagan Anglo-Saxon 
mythological goddess of the dawn and spring. 
Early Christians found it easy to combine the 
celebration of Eostre with the resurrection of 
Jesus because of similarity of beliefs. Eostre 
celebrated the sun rising in the sky bringing 
light and triumphing over the cold death of 
winter. This fit the Christian son rising to 
heaven as he brought the light of his shin- 
ing victory over dark death. Jesus triumphed 
and brought promises of salvation as well as 
spring. 

2. In Germany the Easter bunny goes back to 
pre-Christian rites of spring fertility because 
the rabbit was the most fertile animal they 
knew. The Easter bunny is mentioned in writ- 
ings as early as the 1500s, and in the 1800s 
the Germans began eating Easter bunnies 
made out of sugar and pastry. Easter evolved 
and now the Easter bunny brings Easter eggs, 
which he hides in houses and gardens so 
children can have an Easter morning Easter 
egg hunt. 

3. In France children believed that the church 
bells brought Easter eggs, for the bells were 
not rung between holy Thursday and Easter 
Sunday. During this time it was believed that 
the bells were not ringing because they were 
flying to Rome to fetch Easter eggs. On Easter 
morning the church bells would finally ring 
again and the children would find the eggs that 
the bells had dropped into their houses and 
gardens. 


4. In the Carpathian mountains there have 
been over 2000 years of painted wooden Easter 
eggs. They use only three colours of paint 

- white,rued and black - and their symbols 
include the cross for Christianity, wheat for the 
harvest, flowers for beauty and love and the 
sun for the warmth to grow. 

5. Ukrainians traditionally dye eggs for Easter 
and call them pysanky. Pysanky symbols 
include horses and rams for good health and 
prosperity, spiders for good luck and patience, 
flowers for love, charity and good will, a circle 
for growth and good fortune and a ribbon for 
the endless line of eternity. They take their 
Easter dinner to church to be blessed before 

it is eaten and they exchange Easter eggs with 
friends. 

6. In Rumania people shout “Christ is risen” 

at the Easter service as all hold lit candles. 
Then, still holding the lit candles, they follow 
the priest as he circles the church three times. 
Then they can choose one of two traditions. 

In some areas they blow out their candles, em- 
brace another church member and exchange 
the kiss of peace. Then one says “Christ is 
risen.” and the other responds with, “He’s risen 
indeed.” In other areas people carry the lit can- 
dles home and place them in candle holders to 
light up their evening meal. 

7. In Sweden Easter is called Paskafton and 
they blend Christianity and mythology. It was 
believed that some ordinary people would 
become witches for the week before Easter 

and they would fly off into the mountains to 
celebrate spring with the devil. In olden times 
bonfires were lit to scare the witches off. Now 
people have both bonfires and fireworks for the 
week before Easter and homes are decorated 
for Easter with twigs that are decorated with 
beads and feathers to represent the palm trees 
of Palm Sunday. During this time children 
dress up as witches and go house to house 

with hand-drawn pictures which they give to 
homeowners in return for candy. The day be- 
fore Easter it is believed that the witches return 
from the mountains and become regular peo- 
ple again so they can attend church with their 
families and neighbours on Easter Sunday. 

8. For some modern people Easter is just a long 
weekend when chocolate is eaten. The shape of 
the chocolate varies from country to country. 
We prefer chocolate bunnies but the English 
prefer to have their Easter chocolate shaped 
into eggs and in both Italy and France the most 
popular shape of chocolate is the chicken. 

9. In all cultures people exchange Easter greet- 
ings and extend good wishes. The Ukrainian 
pysanky and the Carpathian wooden eggs have 
symbols that carry the Easter message because 
so many people were illiterate. We have Easter 
cards and many combine spring and Easter as 
in this card verse- “Here’s hoping your Easter 
From morning ‘til night Is sunshine warm 
And spring-time bright.’ To one and all, I say, 
“Happy Easter. Happy Spring!” 


Welcome April, Welcome 
Spring 


By Joanne Benger 

April means, “to open”and the year is certainly opening up as 
the stone of winter rolls away and spring enters the door. April 
is Earth Month, National Bedtime Story Month, U.S. National 
Decorating Month, Parkinson’s Awareness Month, National Poetry 
Month and Dental Month. “Come. See. Smile. “April is also Daf- 
fodil Month when we wear daffodils for Cancer Awareness Month. 
Weatherwise, we are told “If the first 2 days of April be foggy, Rain 
in June will make the lanes boggy.” 
April 1 is April Fools’ Day. Do whackadoo-whack and speak freaky 
deaky as you play tricks on the unwary but only until noon. The 
second half of April Fools’ Day is Tailpike Day when you try to pin 
a tail on people without their knowing. Today is also our provincial 
leader’s birthday. Happy birthday, Premier Smith. 
April 2 is National Peanut Butter and Jelly Day, National Ferrets 
Day and National Geologists Day. 
April 7-13 is National Wildlife Week. 
April 9 Ramadan ends so Eid-al-Fitre begins at sundown and lasts 
for one day, April 10. People are greeted with, “Good health to you 
on this day of fast-breaking. 
April 10 is the birthdate of Jack Miner, a founder of Canada’s con- 
servation movement. 
April 12,1980 Terry Fox’s Marathon of Hope began. It is also grilled 
cheese day. 
April 13 is Vaisakhi which celebrates the Punjabi New Year and 
spring harvest. Happy New Year. 
April 14-20 is National Volunteers Week. Volunteering weaves us 
together. 
April 15, the third Monday in April, is Librarian Day. Read a good 
book today. 
April 21 is Holocaust Day in Israel. They have two minutes of 
silence and many light a candle in honour of those who lost their 
lives. 
April 22 is St. George’s Day in Newfoundland where they honour 
their legendary dragon-slayer. It is also Girl Scout Leaders Day as 
well as Chili Day. Enjoy. 
April 22 is also Earth Day. Barbara Ward wrote, “We have forgotten 
how to be good guests, how to walk lightly on the earth as other 
creatures do.” 
April 22 Passover (Pesach) begins and it will last until April 30. 
Passover commemorates the Exodus from Egypt. 
April 23 is William Shakespeare's birthday which is celebrated 
with “Talk Like Shakespeare Day” Share your favorite Shakespear- 
ian quotes with others. In “Timons of Athens’, he wrote, “ “Tis not 
enough to help the feeble up But to support him after” It is also 
Take a Chance Day and Cherry Cheesecake Day. Bon appetit. 
April 23 is also Full Moon, the Aboriginal Green Grass or Egg 
Moon. 
April 24 is St. Mark’s Eve when the ghosts of those doomed to die 
within the coming year may be seen entering a church. 
April 27, the last Saturday in April, is Trails Day. It is also Cheese- 
ball Day so eat away. 
April 28 is the Day of Mourning in remembrance of those lost to 
workplace injury and illness. 
April 29 is Denim Day as well as Make a Wish Day. Wear your jeans 
and when you see the first star tonight, recite, “I wish I may, I wish I 
might, have the wish I wish tonight.” 
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April 30 is National Honesty Day, the last day we can submit our 
Canada Income Tax information for 2023. Dont fiddle your taxes. 
This is also Oatmeal Cookie Day so munch away as you crunch 
those figures. 

April 30 ends the month with Walpurgis Night which was once 
celebrated much as Halloween is now. It was believed that the forces 
of evil could venture forth on this night and people kept themselves 
safe as they cast spells to see what the future held. This is also the 


eve of May Day so prepare yourself for some summer fun. 


Freedom Mobile - continued from page 7 


him on the phone and about the origins of these multiple problems. 
He then mentioned that an assessment of these multiple problems 
would be made and assured me professionally that all of my services 
would inevitably be restored back to normal working order. He con- 
cluded that I should press the number 1 on my phones dial key pad and 
keep my finger pressed down on it for a period of 30 seconds after I'd 
hung up the phone on him. He then suggested that I go into each of my 
programs, making an attempt to activate all of them. 

When I shut off my phone I then re-started it, while first successfully 
opening up my answering service, then made one phone call that also 
worked followed by an attempt to open up my internet, which was also 
successfully restored back to normal working order. 

What magic was performed by Freedom Mobile Phones and thanks 
to I believe his name was Clay and if it isn’t, while he’s reading this 
article, he can phone me at 825-785-2734 and leave his name on my ‘re- 
stored answering service’ and I'll write in his proper name in the next 
Alberta Street News 2024 May/June issue if this is required. 

Thanks again to Clay and the crew at Freedom Mobile Phones for 
your professionalism in restoring and servicing my needs. That has 
been a convenience in helping me to connect with the various commu- 
nities along the Southern Alberta and British Columbia belt lines while 
writing for Alberta Street News. 


Below: Bell Canada Sales Consultants Binal Dharia, Dan Ondang and 
Alberta Street News Reporter John Zapantis at the Bell Canada 

kiosk in Aberdeen Mall in Kamloops, British Columbia 

Photo By Aljin 
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I finally get a 
new computer 
and on 

the internet 


By Joanne Benger 

I didn't realize how far behind the times 
I was until the wildfire evacuation. Up until 
then I thought I had adapted well. When I 
could no longer buy ribbons for my electric 
typewriter I bought a laptop and printer so 
I could keep writing and eventually I even 
discovered memory sticks. 

None of my friends were online and we 
continued to use land phones and snail mail. 
Because so many in this area have no comput- 
ers, electricians, plumbers and local businesses 
all have phone numbers with answering 
machines. I got a pay as you go cell phone but 
rarely used it and discontinued its use when 
the pandemic isolation hit. A land phone was 
good enough. 

I didn’t realize how far behind the times I was 
until the wildfire evacuation. When I could no 
longer buy ribbons for my electric typewriter 
I got a laptop and printer and kept right on 
submitting manuscripts. In time I learned 
about memory sticks. 

This is rural Alberta. My friends and I 
continued to use snail mail and land phones. 
Local businesses knew most of us customers 
were not computer-smart so they continued to 
use phones and answering machines. Briefly I 
had a pay as you go cell phone but I gave it up 
during the pandemic because I never went out 
of the house. 

Then came the evacuation. I ended up at 
the Wildwood Hotel and found there was no 
phone in my room. Even worse I found pay 
phones had vanished. My friends and I were 
completely cut off. I was still trying to figure 
out how to communicate the second day when 
the manager called me to her office because 
Ihad a phone call. The county secretary 
said, “You have to tell people where you are. 
Everyone is calling our office.” I borrowed the 
managers cell phone and did so. 

Soon we heard we were to be reimbursed 
for evacuation expenses. That was good. No 
- bad. They would be putting $1250 in our 
e-accounts. We had to tell them some of us 
didn't have e-accounts. They said we could 
go to Spruce Grove for a pre-paid credit card. 
We had to point out many without email don’t 
have transportation, either. In the end they 
came to our small towns with the pre-paid 
credit cards. I got my cell phone hooked up so 
I could communicate as well as get alerts when 
outside of the house. 

Then came Santas Anonymous with free 


stockings for all seniors. I got a form and 
found there was a hitch. We had to apply by 
email and they would tell us where to pick up 
the stockings by email. Once again we had 

to tell everyone many of us had no email. In 
the end Santas Anonymous took snail mail ap- 
plications and delivered the stockings. 

Still it was a wake-up call. I went to the local 
library for a computer course and on Decem- 
ber 4 my son and daughter-in-law took me 
shopping for my new Acer laptop. Since they 
are Apple and the library is PC, I went to the 
library and Shannon, my instructor, helped 
me order Microsoft and Virus Protection. 
Since my computer wasn’t hooked up I used 
the library Wifi to pay for them with a credit 
card. 

The next week I went grocery shopping 
with the Senior Shuttle bus and Walmart 
wouldn't accept my credit card. I had to bor- 
row money from the bus driver to pay for my 
groceries. We stopped at the bank so I could 
pay him back and I was told, when this hap- 
pens I should phone the 800 number on the 
back of the card. I did so and they said that 
the Microsoft purchase looked suspicious so 
they shut my card down. It is restored again 
after we communicated so I should have called 
while in the store. 

The Telus technician came and installed 
my Wifi. I was very impressed with wireless 
Wifi. My laptop wasn’t connected by a single 
wire. I happily sent emails for three days. Then 
my computer started flashing a low battery 
sign. Fortunately it was close to Christmas 
and my neighbour, Joyce, came with a gift of 
banana bread for me. She got her husband 
and he said I needed an adapter. They got 
me one and my computer started charging. I 
complained to Telus. They said the technician 
only installed Wifi. It wasn't his job to attach 
my laptop to it. I imagine that is because every 
grade school student knows all about adapters 
and connecting computers and I am the first 
really technologically-challenged person they 
have encountered in modern times. 

Then I hit another hurdle. I had mailed 
three articles to Alberta Street News and they 
had not arrived. Why not? I was using their 
old email address dumontlc@hotmail.com. 

It had been hacked and was no longer in use. 
Because I didn't use email no one thought to 
tell me. I imagined my writing floating around 
somewhere in outer space never to be seen 
again. 

Fortunately Shannon came to my rescue. 
I just had to enter the new email address and 
press the word Forward followed by the icon 
with three dots. Miraculously it worked. My 
writing was rescued from wherever it was 
and turned up on the Alberta Street News 
computer and now you are reading it. No one 
could ask for more. 

I was so proud of myself. I had learned how 
to look up facts as well as send and receive 
emails. I had become a computer pro and 
might need no more computer classes. But 


pride comes before a fall. There came the 
morning I found myself locked out of gmail. 
Other sites worked but I could not send or 
receive email. I turned to help sites and got a 
lot of probable reasons including these two 
frightening ones. “You are not connected. 
This site might be having issues or it may have 
moved permanently” and “Your connection to 
this site isn't secure. Don't enter sensitive in- 
formation (for example, passwords and credit 
cards). It could be stolen by attackers.” 

I phoned Telus and the friendly lady did 
something to help me. I managed to send one 
email but then I was locked out again. I went 
back to computer class. Shannon was puzzled 
and worked a long time on my computer be- 
fore she found the problem. She said the com- 
puter had locked me out for security reasons 
because it thought I was on holiday in the U.S. 
Virtual holiday over, I got my gmail back. 

I must have pressed the wrong key or 
cursed the wrong spot by mistake. I have no 
idea what I did to cause this problem but I 
hope I dont do it again. 

Still it was a lucky thing that I had this 
problem and went to computer class because a 
man there had a new computer with the same 
fault as mine. His cursor was so small and 
white it was almost invisible against the white 
screen. Shannon was giving him a big blue 
cursor and said my computer also contained 
a program that would enable me to get a big, 
bright cursor. I chose hot pink and I am ab- 
solutely delighted because I no longer have to 
squint and strain my eyes as I try to figure out 
where that cursive thing is hiding. 


Below: Who is the real icon, pop 
singer Prince, and who is the 
fake? 


ASN Media Relations Coordinator/ 
Reporter,John Zapantis discovered this 
look-alike Prince at a local Kamloops eatery. 
ASN has the answer to who the real Prince is 
and who the fake is, on the bottom of page 


16 of this issue. 


Feeling on and 


off cold and hot 
flushes led to a 


bad fall and two 
stitches 


By John Zapantis 

Not too long ago, I was feeling like it 
was the end of the world, feeling a series of 
on and off nauseating cold and hot flushes 
affecting my brain area while feeling a 
head and stomach ache all at the same 
time, while trying to fight it all off, while 
living in a homeless shelter in Kamloops 
called the Emerald. This series of on and 
off cold and hot flushes accompanied with 
a nauseated stomach and severe head 
ache had me struggling to find a theory 
of where all this cluster of physical attacks 
had made its origins 

I reflected now on how a woman at 
a Kamloops McDonald's offered me a 
free chicken burger to eat that made me 
wonder why such an offer came out of 
nowhere at the time. I never spoke to 
this lady before, even during the last two 
months since first going there and being 
aware that she was also a customer of 
this establishment. That chicken burger 
tasted awful and had a burning sensa- 
tion to it when I swallowed it and to top 
it all off as far as my suspicious theory 
was concerned, the taste just wasn't right, 
bitter and horrible. Then it just dawned 
on me, could I have been a victim of a 
pre-planned food poisoning? While I may 
have been closing in on a constructive 
theory, I was now into my seventh day of 
battling this multiple attack that was striv- 
ing to bring my health down. 

Then on Monday, December 4th, into 
that evening, while trying to fall asleep in 
my dorm bed at the Emerald Hostel, the 
multiple attack of on and off cold and hot 
flushes followed by a nauseated stomach 
had me trying to tolerate this horrid real- 
ity once again. I could no longer tolerate 
the attacks that now forced me to quickly 
prop myself up from my bed into a seated 
position. Seated on the edge of my bed I 
felt like throwing up, but couldn't force 
myself to want to, so I yelled out to staff 
for assistance in getting me a bucket so 


that I could throw up in it. Not more than 
20 seconds had gone by and they were 
there with a bucket telling me to lean over 
and give it my best heave. 

So, when I leaned over, I don't remem- 
ber how, I ended up falling face down on 
my face, crashing to the floor. The left side 
of my face made contact with the floor, 
causing me to bleed from the left corner of 
my forehead. The attendant saw this and 
said hed call an ambulance, noticing the 
blood running continually down from the 
left side of my forehead. It seemed like the 
deep cut on my forehead would obviously 
require stitches. 

I agreed to the advice, but became rest- 
less, feeling like I had to rush to the shel- 
ters men’s room, while at the same time 
not having any control over my bowel 
movements, that had me running out of 
my dorm room, while my pants started 
to slowly roll down my legs, while an 
unpredictable invitation of diarrhea came 
rushing out from my behind, and obvi- 
ously providing me with my presumed 
diagnosis that, yes, maybe I was food 
poisoned after all! 

No more than five minutes had gone by 
from the time staff had notified an ambu- 
lance that it had arrived now to serve my 
needs. Three ambulance attendants came 
into my room after I had finished dump- 
ing my purified form into that toilet. The 
excrement was a yellow colour that had 
verified to me that my body was afflicted 
by either food poisoning or a possible flu 
bug of some kind. 

One of the three ambulance attendants 
had introduced himself to me as Jason. He 
asked me what was happening. I told him 
that I was experiencing a series of cold 
and hot flushes, causing stomach nausea 
and headaches and that this was going on 
all week. 

He looked at my head and said, “You 
must have taken a pretty bad fall” I told 
him, “I was feeling nauseated, while trying 
to fall asleep and struggled to get up from 
my bed and when I was seated up ready to 
lean over, trying not to throw up, all I re- 
membered later was hitting the floor face 
down, landing on the left side of my face 
that caused the gash on my forehead.” 

He moved closer to my face, examining 
it carefully with a concerned look on his 
face. Pulling out a solvent from his waist 
line he brushed it over my cut and pressed 
against it with a cloth to stop the bleeding. 

That method prevented the blood from 
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running. He then suggested that I walk 
over to the waiting stretcher in the hallway 
adjacent from my dorm bed. I followed 

his advice and walked over to the waiting 
stretcher. I lay down on it and I was being 
wheeled away as shelter guests crowded 
me along the way, curiously asking the 
ambulance attendants what had happened 
to me. 

I took over immediately and spoke 
on behalf of the ambulance attendant, 
explaining to the gathered crowd that I 
was feeling nauseated while trying to get 
out of bed and fell on my face and that 
ended the curious crowds concerns and 
assured them that Td be okay and that all 
I required were a few stitches and Td be 
back healthy and happy again. I thanked 
them for their concerns. 

When the ambulance attendant wheeled 
me into the ambulance I started asking for 
the other two attendant's names. One male 
attendant told me his name was Zack, 
but regretfully 1 don't remember what the 
third ambulance attendant’s name was. 

I told them that Td be running a story 
on their professionalism in helping me 
to the hospital on time and that everyone 
would be mentioned in this story, helping 
to make that big difference in getting me 
there safely. They were all humble in their 
reaction and said that it wasn't necessary 
and that doing the job right was more im- 
portant to them than the publicity because 
that’s what their paid to do. 

I finished off their point to me by men- 
tioning, “You guys love what you do and 
that’s why you do it!” 

They all replied at once, “That's right” 
When the ambulance finally arrived at the 
Royal Inland Hospital in downtown Kam- 
loops, the back doors of the ambulance 
quickly opened and I was wheeled into the 
emergency room to have my injury tended 
to. 

P was placed in a waiting room later, 
where a doctor who goes by his first name, 
Todd, asked mea series of questions, 
about my fall and what I thought may 
have led to it. 

The doctor had then heard about the 
origins of my problem, including my 
theories of how I may have been food 
poisoned, because of that unexpected offer 
I had from that woman at McDonald's and 
that strange tasting chicken burger that 
had been offered to me that later in 

Continued on page 12 
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Feeling sick led to a 


fall - continued from page 11 

the week led to cold and hot flushes, along 
with a nauseated stomach and head ache, 
throughout that week. 

He came up with his own theory and said 
that I was probably experiencing some type of 
flu bug that was passing through my system. 
He then told me hed be putting two stitches 
into the left side of my fore head. 

Id become concerned about feeling some 
pain during the process of getting them in, 
so I asked him if he could freeze the left side 
forehead. He wasn't hesitant in the least, and 
answered by assuring me that hed do an es- 
sential freezing, before putting the two stitches 
in. He left the room for about one minute and 
then came in telling me that he was going to do 
some freezing and that hed jab me a few times 
with a needle, mentioning that this was going 
to hurt a little. When he applied the needle for 
freezing, I could feel two stinging pokes on my 
forehead. 

I laughed it off and said, “That wasn’t that 
bad after all” I could only now feel the side of 
his hand pressing lightly against the side of my 
face as he started to put in the two stitches. Id 
estimate not more than half a minute had gone 
by, when the doctor had announced to me that 
the stitching was all done and that I could go 
now. 

I thanked him for a job well done and 
mentioned to him, that hed be receiving a final 
thank you in a future story in the upcoming 
issue of the Alberta Street News March/April 
2024 issue. 

He was again humbled by the compliment 
and said I really didn't have to put it in writing. 
But as appreciative as I was of his compassion 
for looking after my injury, I persisted and 
told him, “That’s how much I appreciate what 


for providing me with the helpful free service 
in getting me there and stitching my cut, and 
saving my day. 

One of the ambulance attendant named 
Jason then said calmly, “I guess we can work 
around that somehow.’ Talk about the power of 
persuasion and that worked fine with me! 

So here we go, when it came to deliver- 
ing on time, Id like to first thank, those three 
ambulance attendants that did a great job of as- 
sessing my injury, just before they drove me off 
to the hospital, for my minor surgery. They are 
Jason, Zack and the other ambulance attendant 
that didn’t want his name mentioned for my 
story. A thank you to him too. And Todd, the 
doctor who did a great job of stitching up my 
cut up forehead, the night staff over at the Em- 
erald House Hostel,, who jumped to the pumps 
without any hesitation in assisting me when I 
needed that ambulance called to take me to the 
hospital for stitching. You are all the greatest 
in my books and thanks for that effective team 
effort, that has revived my hopes ina system 
that still can work in the favour of the homeless 
underdog that needed the healing of the many 
masters that made it all possible for me too! 


Some Animal Riddles 


By Joanne Benger 

Q. What do you call a skunk’s party? A. A 
smellabration. 

Q. How do you revive a fainting skunk? A. With 
smelling salts. 

Q. Why do seals do well in real estate? A. Their 
flippers flip over houses. 

Q. What is the difference between a Hippo and 
a Zippo? A. A hippo is heavy. A Zippo is a little 
lighter. 

Q. Why does a crocodile prefer a dial phone to 
a key-pad phone? A. He likes to dial a croc. 

Q. Why was the leopard proud of himself? A. 


you've done for me and the readers of our o spot 
paper should know that doctors like you are oe 
always around to look after the medical needs 
of patients, so you wouldn't mind a com- i 
mendable mention would you.?” 
He smiled and said, “Alright, go ahead, I Right: A 
really dont mind? notable 
The following week I had the sutures taken p. oine 
out at the Royal Inland Hospital. The scar on a 
; : e istorical 
the left side of my forehead is hardly visible, 
for I’ve always been known to quickly heal landmark-The 
from my previous injuries. Red Bridge. 
When I was originally asked by one of with Mount 
the ambulance drivers, if I had BC medical Paul in the 


insurance to cover the cost of the operation. background. 


Photo by John 


coverage in Alberta, since I’m originally from Zapantis 


I acknowledged that I only had medicare 


Edmonton, Alberta. I figured they'd wave 
the medical cost if I told them Td do a story 
on their professionalism in looking after my 
medical issue, telling them then that I was a 
writer for the Alberta Street News and that 
Td do a story commending the ambulance 
crew and the medical staff at that hospital, 


Q. How does a lion relax? A. By just lion (lyin’) 
around. 

Q. Why is an otter so good? A. He only does 
what he otter( ought to). 

Q. What did the confused ermine breeder ask? 
A. Is this yours ermine(or mine)? 

Q. Where do animals shop? A. At the ani-mall. 
Q. Why was the bear digging in the garbage? A. 
He was beary hungry. 

Q. Where does an elephant pack his clothes? A. 
In his trunk. 

Q. How does a weasel advertise his store? A. 
“We sell! We sell!” 

Q. Why did the mouse write such a long book? 
A. He had a long tale (tail). 

Q. Why can’t you trust a rat? A. He will always 
rat on you. 

Q. What did the mouse put on his hamburger? 
A. Ketchup and mouseturd. 

Q. Why should you never insult lions? A. They 
have their pride. 

Q. What do you call an alligator wearing a 
sleeveless jacket? A. An investigator (in vest,a 
gator). 

Q. How do you know that deer are approach- 
ing? A. You hear their horns. 

Q. Why couldn't the bear sing tenor or alto? A. 
He was a bear-a-tone. 

Q. What do you call a polar bear that can live 
at both the south pole and the north pole? A. 
Bipolar. 

Q. Why did the unicorn like corn? A. Both have 


one ear. 

Q. Why didn’t the zoo hire the koala bear? A. 
He didnt have the right koala-fications. 

Q. Why were the elk always gossiping? A. They 
heard (herd) too much. 

Q. Why does a skunk never run out of money? 
A. He will always have a cent (scent). 


The Willow 
Basket 


By Sharon Austin 

Outside Cassie could hear the pounding 
of the carpenter’s hammers as they boarded 
up the windows of the storefront. With 
each blow her parent’s dream of a general 
store in the town of Pine Vale was slipping 
farther and farther away. She had tried to 
keep the store going but times were chang- 
ing and some days she had no customers at 
all. One by one the shops had closed, then 
the garage and the motel as more and more 
residents left the small town for the lure of 
the city. Cassie half expected to see tumble- 
weeds come rolling down the street like in 
some prairie ghost town. She was beginning 
to feel like a pale grey ghost herself mov- 
ing through the rooms filled only with the 
memories of her mother’s merry laughter 
and the scent of her father’s pipe tobacco. 

Mother always called her a blessing for 
she had arrived when her parents had long 
since given up hope of having a child. Her 
father, a scholar, had christened her with 
the lofty name of Cassiopeia after a constel- 
lation in the northern sky. Her mother, a 
social butterfly with a heart of gold, had 
brought her down to earth by calling her 
Cassie. Cassie was like both parents with 
her father’s quiet reserve and her mother’s 
fair hair and kind heart. It was time for her 
to move on, to fulfil the dreams of her own 
heart that she had postponed with her par- 
ent’s passing. No matter how hard it was, 
it was time to pack up the belongings of a 
lifetime. Reaching into a storage cupboard, 
Cassie pulled out a small brown basket and 
her breath caught in a surprised” ohhh.” 
There before her was her precious Easter 
willow basket, darkened now with age and 
the bright yellow ribbon tied on the handle 
was faded and frayed. 

As she ran her fingers over the smooth 
wood her mind was filled with memories so 
beautiful, so poignant, that she sat back and 
let her thoughts drift back through 
the years...... 

The first time Cassie set eyes on Ben 
Eagles, he was the new student in her grade 
eight classroom. His parents had come to 
work as hired help for a year on Mr. Lester's 
farm. The towns folk called Mr. 

Lester “ the hippy” because of his uncon- 
ventional farming practices and his habit 
of hiring persons of different ethnic groups 
as his workers. Cassies father thought Mr. 
Lester was trying to show the narrow- 
minded folks of Pine Vale that there was a 


whole world out there beyond the town lim- 
its. Ben’s family was First Nations and the 
school bullies had little mercy for anyone 
who was different. They taunted him with 
names like “Heap Big Cheif “ and yelled at 
him to do rain dances. 

Ben just ignored them, never engaging 
them or answering back. He would walk 
away in his faded jeans and old worn out 
sneakers with his head held high and a look 
of defiance on his face. Every recess and at 
lunch time he would go to the grade one 
classroom and collect his small brother 
Chumley and they would play together 
in the stretch of woods that bordered the 
school yard. Poor little Chumley had one 
bad leg and half of his face was twisted 
making him look like a small wizard. 
Sometimes Cassie would see them play- 
ing catch and other times they would sit 
together under a tree as Ben read Chumley 
books from the library. After school, Cassie 
would often see Ben walking home with 
little Chumley on his back and a bundle of 
fresh cut willow under his arm. She always 
said “Hi “ to him in passing and he would 
just give a nod and keep on going. 

Only once had Cassie seen Ben fight the 
bullies that called themselves “TheBig Four” 
and that was because of little Chumley. 

Ben was late to pick up Chumley and “The 
Big Four” had surrounded him calling him 
names, dragging their legs in exaggerated 
fashion and making ugly faces. When Ben 
saw them bullying Chumley he attacked 
fighting all four of them like a wildcat. 
Cassie had run to the school for Mrs. Sleet 
who was as cold , cruel, and unwelcoming 
as her name. Mrs. Sleet broke up the fight 
but Ben had thrown so many punches that 
the bullies had not walked away unscathed. 
Mrs. Sleet marched the culprits into the 
school leaving Ben lying on the ground 
looking dazed and Chumley sobbing in a 
crumpled heap beside him. Cassie ran to 
the school and wet a thick stack of paper 
towel with cold water and grabbed a banana 
and two chocolate cookies from her lunch. 
Ben was sitting up when she got back trying 
to comfort Chumley. She wished she could 
have gathered both of them in her arms the 
way her mother would have but instead she 
stood there awkwardly as water dripped 

on her shoes. Ben had a black eye and a 
bruise on his cheek and when he tried to 
smile there was blood on his teeth. As Ben 
wiped his face and held the wet towel to his 
eye Cassie offered Chumley her treats. He 
looked at Ben questioningly and when Ben 
nodded he reached his scrawny little hand 
for the banana. 

“He just loves bananas,” Ben smiled 


ALBERTA STREET NEWS PAGE 13 
indulgently as Chumley’s tears seemed to 
vanish. “Thanks Cassie.” 

Just then her friends started calling her 
name from where they were playing by the 
swing sets. “You better go,” Ben 
said resignedly, “I don't want you to be 
bullied too” “The Big Four” didn't even get 
detention because they were the sons of 
prominent figures in the town, one being 
the mayor. The only good thing to come 
out of the fight was after that they left 
Chumley alone. Some of the younger boys 
who also lived in fear of “The Big Four” 
tried to befriend Ben thinking he might 
be able to protect them but he just ignored 
them and went off to play with his brother. 

For the Easter party, Mrs. Sleet told 
the students that they were each to bring 
an Easter basket with eggs for the basket 
exchange. Cassie's store sold the rainbow 
bamboo baskets as well as a selection of 
Easter candy and green paper grass. The 
girls talked excitedly about how they would 
decorate their baskets. The day of the party, 
Cassie placed her basket decorated with 
white paper rabbits on the table beside the 
others. Most of the baskets looked alike 
with coloured eggs peeping out the top but 
one was decidedly different. There on the 
table sat a small brown willow basket tied 
with a length of bright yellow ribbon. Inside 
were three painted chicken eggs nestled on 
a bed of crumpled tissue paper. 

“What a hideous basket,’ Cassie heard 
Molly shriek. “Whod want a basket like 
that! No one is going to pick that one.” The 
girls all began to giggle and sneer and soon 
some of the boys joined in. Cassie snuck a 
glance at Ben and her heart broke a little as 
she saw a look of shame on his usually defi- 
ant face. He was staring at his tanned hands 
not even bothering to raise his eyes. Being 
from a different culture, either he hadn't 
understood or maybe he didn’t have the 
money for a store bought basket. 

Mrs. Sleet rapped for silence as she held 
up the first basket. All of the children who 
raised their hands had their names put in a 
hat and the one drawn out would get that 
basket. As Mrs. Sleet held up Ben’s basket 
her thin lips twisted in derision. “Well now, 
this is unusual,’ she said coldly. “If no one 
wants a certain basket,’ she continued, “Ill 
just put it at the end of the table and the last 
unlucky person will get it” She proceeded 
to carry the basket to the end, when Cassie's 
hand shot up. Every eye turned to stare at 
her as she went forward to get her basket. 
She could hear the murmur of whispers and 
her friends. They looked surprised, puzzled 

Continued on page 14 
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The Willow Basket 


and angry. 

After the basket exchange, there was a 
social time and Cassie sat down in 
the empty seat near Ben. He had not even 
bothered to raise his hand so he had been 
given an old basket with a broken handle, 
obviously from last year. It did have an assort- 
ment of bright pink and blue eggs nestled on 
shredded newspaper. 

“T really like my willow basket,’ Cassie 
smiled at Ben. His dark eyes searched her face 
and she could tell he was wondering if she 
was going to make fun of him too. 

“Did you make it yourself?” she asked kindly. 

“No,” Ben replied, “I cut the willow but my 
mother makes willow baskets to sell at the 
farmer’s market. I decorated the eggs though.” 
Two of the eggs were painted with figures of 
animals with bright designs at each end while 
the third was just done in blobs of colour. 

“Chumley painted that one,’ Ben said 
sheepishly as she held up the egg. 

“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Cassie said warmly 
“I wish I had a little brother” Under the eggs 
Cassie caught a glimpse of a thin strip of 
beading with a leather strip on each end. It 
was beautifully crafted in a pattern of orange, 
yellow, blue and white beads. 

“Oh Ben, that’s so pretty,’ Cassie breathed 
as she tied the beaded bracelet on her wrist. 

Across the room her friends were 
whispering behind their hands and giggling 
as they stared at her but Cassie didn’t care. 
She was more interested in the pleased smile 
spreading across Ben's face. 

After school Cassie saw Ben walking down 
the road with Chumley on his back. Most of 
the students took the school buses so there 
was no one to disapprove as she ran after him 
calling “Ben, Ben, wait for me” 

For the rest of the school year they would 
walk home together and when Ben cut the 
willow on the road allowance she would play 
with Chumley. Cassie always saved some little 
treat for him in her lunch pail and if it was 
a banana his bright eyes would widen in de- 
light. Once when Ben had gone far ahead cut- 
ting the willow Cassie thought she would give 
Chumley a ride on her own back to catch up. 
When she ran up to Ben pink cheeked and 
laughing he did not smile back at her. Cassie 
realized just how deep the bond was between 
the brothers and the sense of responsibility 
that Ben felt when he said quietly, “No 
Cassie, he’s my brother, I will carry him” 
Sometimes they would all stop in at the store 
where Cassie’s mother would have a treat for 
them. Her mother just loved little Chumley 
and she would scoop him up and give him a 
big hug and a kiss as she twirled him around. 
She fretted over his twig like arms and gave 
him chocolate milk and bananas and cookies 
to take home. 

Cassies mother was a one woman 
welcoming committee for the town of Pine 


Vale. She made up baskets of goods from the 
store for anyone who was sick, or out of work, 
or had a new baby and she would deliver 
them herself. Sometimes her father would just 
shake his head and say, “Bessie, Bessie, don't 
give away the store.” 

At her downcast look he would relent and 
smile and say, “That’s my Bessie, with a heart 
as big as the world.” 

Cassie’s mother tried to give Ben hugs too 
but he always stood stiffly as she tried to pull 
him against her ample form. He was obvi- 
ously not used to hugs. 

Finally the school year was over and Cas- 
sie spent as much time as she could with Ben 
and Chumley. 

When Ben's chores at the farm were done 
he would come racing down the gravel road 
on the rusted old bicycle “the hippie” had 
given him. Chumley would be laughing and 
clinging to his back perched on the half-bro- 
ken rusted seat. Cassie would ride her pretty 
pink girl’s bike with the plastic streamers on 
the handles but she could never keep up. She 
was always calling after them, “Ben, Ben wait 
for me? 

She never bothered to call or meet up with 
any of her friends from school for the time 
spent with Ben was too precious. They both 
knew that at summer's end Ben would be 
gone so they never spoke of school or the 
coming fall. Every day with Ben was an 
adventure whether they were exploring along 
the creek or climbing the train trestle or just 
picking wild strawberries for his mother. Ben 
had a wonderful imagination and sometimes 
they would be characters from the books he 
had read; pirates or princes or travellers to 
outer space. Other times they would just be 
themselves; three happy children enjoying the 
warm summer days; riding the hippies old 
horse or swimming in the creek. Often the 
three of them would lie in the sweet smelling 
clover field and stare up at the puffy white 
clouds in the blue expanse of the sky. 

Sometimes a jet plane would fly over flash- 
ing a tiny silver glint and long white vapour 
trail. “Someday I’m going to fly Ben would 
say with a far off look in his eye, “I'll fly like 
the eagles. 

The first time Cassie went to visit at Ben’s 
home she didn’t know what to expect. He 
seemed embarrassed as he opened the door 
of the hired hand’s shack. Cassie schooled 
her face not to show surprise at the one big 
room with a wood stove in the middle. Two 
makeshift bedrooms had been roped 
off with old grey blankets and the floor was 
just bare boards. Their table was a weath- 
ered picnic table with attached benches and 
the cupboards were boards nailed to the 
walls. Ben’s mother was stirring a big pot of 
soup on the stove and his two little broth- 
ers that Chumley called “the babies” were 
staring at Cassie with big frightened eyes. 
They reminded her of two wary little foxes 


as they peaked at her from behind their 
mother’s skirt. Mother had sent one of her 
welcome boxes from the store and Cassie 
brought two little toys from the display 
case, one a small stuffed elephant and the 
other a blue dog. They were a bit faded from 
their long stay in the store window but the 
two little boys didn’t seem to notice as they 
eagerly reached for the toys forgetting their 
shyness. 

Just then a howl erupted from the 
table where Chumley was eating a slice of 
homemade bread and jam. His tears were 
mingled with the jam on his small twisted 
face as he sobbed brokenly, “Where’s mine.” 
Cassie’s face fell as she realized belatedly 
that Chumley was just little, too, and she 
should have brought a toy for him. Think- 
ing quickly she ran to him and hugged him 
saying, “Chumley, I didn’t forget you, I 
want you to come to the store and pick your 
own....maybe when I go home.” 

Instantly his face brightened and he 
hugged her back smudging jam on 
her white blouse but she didn’t care. Ben 
smiled knowingly at her; he cared so much 
for little Chumley. 


Sometimes when Cassie came home 


scratched and dirty from her adventures 
father would stare at her with a worried frown 
but mother would just laugh merrily and say, 
“Let the children play, Lester. This golden 
summer will never come again” 

Time was slipping by so quickly as the sum- 
mer days shortened and the temperature 
cooled; still they refused to speak of summer's 
end. Cassie wished she could stop the relent- 
less march of time but time stops for no one. 
On Ben's last night he came alone and they sat 
together in the big lawn swing and watched 
the western sky. “I have to go home and help 
load up when the sun goes down,” he said as 
they watched the golden sun race toward the 
smokey hills. 


The sunset was the most beautiful Cassie 
had ever seen, as if the whole heavens were 
putting on a display to quell her aching heart. 
The last tints of pink were slowly fading in the 
sky and still they sat stretching out the last mo- 
ment’s they could be together. Finally when a 
shimmer of dusk was haunting the distant for- 
est Ben stood up. ‘TIl never forget you, Cassie” 
he said fervently as he raised her hand to his 
lips and kissed it softly. 

“TI miss you forever, Ben, “Cassie whis- 
pered as tears flooded her cheeks that seemed 
to glow in the half-light. Then he was gone, 
just a small dark shadow disappearing into the 
gloom as he peddled away for the last time. 

Without Ben and Chumley, Cassie's life 
seemed grey and empty. Some evenings she 
would sit in the swing and stare at the sunset 
as she twirled her beaded bracelet. One day she 
rode her bike out to the hippie’s farm to see if 
there was anything that Ben had left behind. 
The handyman’s shack was bare and empty, as 
if the family had never really been there and 
it was all a beautiful dream. Even the old grey 
blankets were gone and the bare wooden beds 
where they had slept looked cold and empty. 
There was really nothing left, just a few empty 
tobacco cans and a pair of worn out boots far 
beyond repair. In the crack of the picnic table 
she found one of Chumleys blue crayons and 
she put it in her pocket to remember him. 

Ben had burned all of his school notebooks 
and Chumley’s too but there in the corner was 
one he had missed. On the blue Hilroy cover 
was Ben’s name and drawings of airplanes and 
eagles and jets with long white plumes flowing 
across the page. There was no work inside the 
notebook which is why it had probably escaped 
the cleansing fire. 

“I know you'll fly Ben,” she whispered into 
the silent stillness of the room. “Someday I'll 
look up and it will be you streaking across the 
sky. I know your dreams will come true” 
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Pm Confused 


By Joanne Benger 


1. If a company is downsizing, do they hire 
shorter people? 

2. Why are there no waterproof sponges? 

3. If you lose your mind, who finds it? 

4. If Water is H to O, why dont we spell it 
HIJKLMNO? 

5. We call oranges oranges but we don't call 
limes greens or lemons yellows. 

6. Massage isn't aging in masses. 

7. Star-starlet. Wheres the wall in your wallet? 
8. Can a snowman be a woman? Or is she a 
snowwoman? 

9. Mum’s the word. How come Dad' never the 
word? 

10. If I go to a fire sale, do I have to wear a 


Cassie had hoped that Ben would write 
to her but he never did. She asked the hippie 
where they had gone but all he knew was theyd 
gone to some peach farm in B.C. Cassie imag- 
ined Ben and Chumley sitting together under a 
peach tree eating golden peaches and her heart 
ached to be with them again. 

Soon it was time to go back to school and 
things seemed to return to normal although 
Cassie never took off her beaded bracelet. She 
wore the bracelet for a year and then only took 
it off because some of the beads seemed to be 
getting loose and she didn't want to lose any. 
Over time the memories of Ben began to slowly 
fade and she would remember the wonderful 
summer they had and smiled instead of being 
sad. 

Now as she held the willow basket she won- 
dered again what had become of Ben Eagles. 
Had he joined the military, become a pilot, had 
he fulfilled his dreams? She realized as she got 
older that she wasn’t just Ben’s friend, she had 
truly loved him ifa thirteen and a half year-old 
can fall in love. She had loved him with all the 
sweet innocent adoration of youth and she was 
sure he had loved her too. She had not fulfilled 
her dreams; Ben would have been disappoint- 
ed. Cassie had left her nursing course half done 
when father had called with the terrible news 
that mother had dropped dead in the kitchen. 
One minute she was baking a birthday cake for 
a lonely senior, the next she was gone. Without 
her bright beautiful spirit and overflowing love 
for everyone, father had turned into a shadow 
of a man unable to accomplish the simplest 
task. Cassie had rushed home to mind the store 
but the store was now nothing more than an 
empty shell. 

Cassie sighed as she went to the kitchen to 
make herself a cup of tea. She heard the mail- 
man rattling the box outside and was surprised 
to see a small package wrapped in brown paper 
and tied with string. The return address was 
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from some place she had never heard of but it 
was definitely addressed to her. Inside was a 
paperback novel. “How strange,” she thought, 
“Who on earth would send her a book.” 

Turning it over her heart skipped a beat as 
she read the title, “One Golden Summer” by 
Benjamin Eagles. Ben, her Ben had actually 
written a book! Quickly she opened it and saw 
the dedication: For Cassie Lane, my sweetest 
friend and in memory of my brother Charles, 
(Chumley) Eagles. 1953 to 1969. Poor sweet 
Chumley had only lived to 16 years old. How 
his death must have broken Ben’s heart. It was 
1973 now; what had Ben done in the years 
since Chumley’s passing? Obviously he had tak- 
en the time to write a book about that wonder- 
ful summer. Cassie sat back and read long into 
the night. It was all there, the terrible prejudice 
of Pine Vale and the school, the kindness of her 
mother and the wonderful adventures they had 
enjoyed. The last sentences of the book gave her 
pause for thought. 

Ben had written’ I never saw Cassie Lane 
again for the stain of small town prejudice 
would have coloured everything we did. In an- 
other time and another place, she would have 
been my whole world. 

Ben had put in a note in case she wanted to 
get in touch with him at his military base where 
he flew jet planes. Once again he had left it up 
to her and she felt again like that young girl 
running down the road calling “Ben, Ben, wait 
for me? 

It was a different time and a different place; 
small town prejudice had slowly faded like 
dirty snow melting in the warm spring breeze. 
She would find Ben again and they would 
watch the setting sun, not with dread but with 
hope and joy and the promise of tomorrow. 
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fireproof coat? 

11. We detox but we don't tox or retox. 

12. Where is pulled pork pulled from...and 
how? 

13. Chick magnets attract chicks but fridge 
magnets don’t attract fridges. 

14. Why are there chicken tenders but no 
turkey tenders? 

15. Were told no two snowflakes are alike. 
Has anyone checked to make sure there are no 
twins or triplets? 

16. If Donald Trump plays whist and trumps, 
does a Trump trump? 

17. Why do they call that haircut bangs? 

18. I read. If I read yesterday, it rhymes with 
Ned. If I read now, read rhymes with need. 
19. The doctor will always see you shortly, but 
he never sees you longly. 

20. If I was never tired in the first place, how 
can I be retired? 


21. There are no grapes in grapefruit or 

grapenuts, no ham in hamburger or hamsters, 

and no cheese in headcheese. 

Below: Violet. Photo by Linda Dumont 
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Mr. Nobody 


By Angelique Branston 

It prowls the nights, always in shadow 

Silver flashes in the moonlight as its eyes 
widen and take in its surroundings. 

It could almost be mistaken for human 

Its eyes just a little too almond shape 

Its silver blue eyes the only colour upon it. 
The light seems to be swallowed when it 
touches it. 

The moon hangs over head full and bright 
The dog rings shimmer and illuminate the 
night 

Almost like a strange kind of daylight shines 
down upon the sleeping city. 

A slow grin pulls the things mouth, Its lips 
ripple 

There to the side of the park in the day filled 
with the sounds of kids laughing and playing 
The birds that sing and complain 

All silent. 

The children are at home safe and sound in 
their beds. 

The birds even are asleep in their nests. 

The bats, if they are there, have gone quiet 
Like the still quiet that comes before a storm. 
Evil has walked into the park this night. 

It hunches down runs like a beast; its hands 
and feet beat upon the earth and propel it to 
the man huddled against a tree trunk 

His frail thin body shakes and writhes with 
convulsions as his fix floods through his body 
and frees his mind from his horrors 

The empty needle falls to the ground beside 
him. 

The young man moans, his mouth falls open 
and drool drips down his chin and smears 
upon his chest and the trunk of the tree. 

He could not take the late night visits from 
his uncle 

Nothing seemed to make him forget the feel 
of him on him 

In him 

No one seemed to notice or care... 

Or perhaps it was too believable the lies his 
uncle said 

Lies that were fed by his own insecurities 
That he deserved somehow this treatment 
Created a muzzle that worked far better than 
any gag could ever work 

For there is no visible sign to the naked eye 
Nothing for someone else to notice and help 
to remove. 

His body goes still and he lies slack on the 
ground. 

But even in his drug haze his hazel eyes flutter 
open and he looks up. 

The thing is standing wearing down upon 
him. 

Unwanted refuse from the city. 

Cast away like a crumpled piece of paper. 

It lowers down over the man’s body 

Its head lowers its mouth covers the man’s 
Almost like a kiss 

But there is no love in this action 


Only need. 

Its neck moves as it drinks 

The man’s eyes fill with horror 

His chest stops its rhythmic beat as his final 
breath is sucked from his body. 

The thing rises, tilts its head back and howls 
His nights hunt has been good this year 

The ever rising number of homeless create an 
endless buffet enough for it 

An ever running stream of bodies to be 
abused, torched and tossed in the dumpster. 
The night is still young for Mr. Nobody 

Still others it can find and devour. 

The autopsy report will read that he died 
from a combination of exposure and over- 
dose. 

A brief blurb in the paper 

Nothing more. 

Mr. Nobody does not exist. 

No mention of the strange foot print found 
beside the corpse... perhaps an animal? 

Or a barefooted person 

Perhaps that is why he seldom knocks upon 
peoples doors anymore. 

He can tease and torment till his blackened 
heart has its fill from the unwanted and 
forgotten 

Till the night of the dog moon when he can 
openly walk the night and take whatever life 
he comes upon in the grey light of the moon. 
So beware if there comes knocking upon 
your door when the sun has waned and the 
stars twinkle brightly from the light from the 
moon 

And you open the door to find nobody 

Do not invite him in. 

It may seem like a joke to invite him 

These words said in jest as you shut the door 
and explain that nobody was there... 

Mr. Nobody comes in (unseen to the 
naked eye) and awaits his times of fun to 
begin. 


Dogs 


By Angelique Branston 

I was blessed with a little dog part shiatsu 
and part beagle, my son named him Spot. He 
was meant to be a companion for my son but 
he was too young when we got him. I thought 
at the time that, like a kitten when they are 
six weeks old they are old enough to go. 
Puppies, on the other hand, need a minimum 
of eight weeks before they are old enough 
to be separated from their mother. So little 
Spot cried and cried. No amount of petting 
would comfort the little six week old pup. I 
would cuddle with him in bed and pet him 
until he cried himself to sleep, which is how 
I got the little guy. The bond was set. He 
was smart and playful his favorite game was 
come fetch me. He would run away and look 
back with a huge smile on his face, to make 
sure you were chasing him. He was like Tin 
Tin’s dog - when he got too excited he would 
race around the room and playfully nip at 


everyone’ fingers. 

Asa child when I watched Tin Tin. I 
always thought his dog was cute but kind of 
bad. With Spot I realized why he would laugh 
as his dog ran around and make everyone say 
ouch and hide their hands for you could feel 
as the little guy did it. It was out of love and I 
too would find myself laughing as I watched 
him race around the room. 

I was blessed to have him for 14 years, he 
had to be put down when he had liver failure. 
My son has a dog. His name is Disco. I 

love Disco very much. He was good friends 
with Spot. Disco is a wolf cross with German 
Shepherd a beautiful and kind dog. For three 
years he lived with me as my sons little ones 
were born, for at the time they lived in an 
apartment building and it was, understand- 
ably too hard for a young pregnant mother 
to walk a big medium sized dog. I thought 
that he might have come to live with me for 
good so I never looked for another puppy for 
myself. 

Fortunately for my son his circumstances 
have changed and he was able to take his long 
time companion back to his house where he 
belongs. I get to visit him, and give him treats, 
some bought from friends from the market, 
and that I get him myself. 

Now I have mourned for my little guy, and 
Disco is back where he belongs. 

I tried to find a puppy for myself, i had 
decided upon a dauchhund ( it was the type 
of puppy I was going to get 17 years ago now, 
not that I regret for one moment the time I 
had with Spot). 

There was none that I could find in the city so 
I looked online. Being autistic for me means 
that even though I am smart, I can be very 
gullible and easily taken advantage of so I 
missed the red flags that upon hindsight is 
very plainly evident. I was scammed. With 
nothing that can be done legally I now have a 
debt to pay and no means of getting a puppy, 
not any time soon. All one can do is shake 
the dust off your feet, and never make that 
mistake again. 

One day I will have a little companion of 
my own again and for now I get to visit with 
Disco. 


Answer - the real Prince is on the left 
on page 10. The fake prince is on the 
right. The fake Prince is Hari Krishna who 
was discovered by ASN Media Relations 
Coordinator/Reporter John Zapantis and 
works at a local eatery in Kamloops, British 
Columbia. 

Hari Krishna is of East Indian origin and is 
from South India. 

Photo of Hari Krishna by John Zapamts. 


